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Fly by Night 


This story happens immediately after the end of my story \"Cold Fire.\" 


Geddy stood in the empty supermarket parking lot and watched the taillights of Alex's father's car slowly 
disappear in the distance. His hands were balled into fists so tightly that his knuckles ached, and his stomach 
felt like a hard little rock in the middle of his abdomen. He swiped angrily at the tears that had begun to 


trickle unbidden from his eyes and turned to walk home. 


As he neared his block, he purposely took a wrong turn. He didn't want to go home yet, not while his mother 
was still awake. He preferred getting into trouble for breaking curfew to answering her questions about Alex's 


summer adventures. What did he care if he was grounded, anyway? It wasn't like he had anyone to go see. 


What the hell had he been thinking? It was ridiculous to think that Alex could have ever seen anything in him, 
honestly. All it took was a little bit of time away from him, and of course he realized that he could do better. 


Just a tiny little bit of time and distance, that was all it took.. 


He felt winded all of a sudden and sat down to catch his breath on the concrete steps leading up to the porch 
of a house a few streets away from his own. His head swam, and for a moment he was afraid he'd pass out 


or throw up right there on the sidewalk, but the queasy feeling subsided just a litte bit. 


Alex. That fucking bastard. He wasn't really angry at him for sleeping with that girl and getting her knocked up, 
not really. What really pissed him off was that he had tricked him. He had made him feel so happy, and then 
he yanked it all away. 


He hurt too much to even cry any more. His chest felt tight, and he brought his head down to his knees and 


wrapped his shaking arms around his legs. 


Jesus Fucking Christ, Im so goddamn stupid He probably never loved me. Im so fucking dumb, Im just an ugly 
fucking jerk, | cant believe-- 


"Hey! Hey, kid! Get offa my lawn!" 


Geddy was jolted from his reverie by the angry voice coming from behind and just above him. He jumped up 
from the stoop and turned to find an elderly man in a brown bathrobe up on the porch of the house, waving a 


cane at him. 
‘lm sorry, sir, | didn't mean anything, | just --" 


"Ahh, go on, get outta here before | call the cops! | didn't lose a leg in the Great War so dope fiends could 
have a ‘freakout on my lawn!" The old man brandished his cane and glared menacingly at him until Geddy 


turned and slunk off into the darkness. 


Well, fuck. That just about made his night. He suddenly felt exhausted, like he could barely walk another step. 
Since taking a moment to rest out here in the friendly suburbs apparently wasn't an option, he turned his 
footsteps back towards his home. It was past his mother's bedtime by now anyway, so the coast was probably 


clear. 


He groaned when he opened the front door and saw his mother perched anxiously in her chair in the parlor. He 
was surprised, however, when instead of yelling at him for being late, she nearly knocked him down with a huge 


bear hug. 
"Gershon! Thank God you're home! Oh, | was so worried!" 
"Doof!" Geddy was very confused. Not only was his mother not the huggy type, she was using his Hebrew 


name, which was unusual. Also, she was crushing his ribs. "Um, Mama, could you let go a little? H's hard to 


breathe." 


"Oh, oh, | was so worried about you," she repeated. She let him go and took a step back, looking him over, her 
expression quickly changing from relief to annoyance. "Where have you been so late? Did Alex drop you off just 
now?" 


Geddy felt a lump grow in his throat at the mention of Alex's name. He shook his head, but said nothing, afraid 


that the wavering in his voice would give him away. 
"I thought you were with him! Alex's mother telephoned and said that he hasn't come home either!" 
"| -- | was with him, but | walked home." 


"You walked home? Such a stupid boy, its dangerous to walk by yourself at night!" She slapped him lightly on 
the side of the head. "I taught you better than that, don't you know that there are bad people out there?" Her 
diatribe was interrupted by the shrilling of the telephone on the small table nearby. She glared at him and 
shook her finger, then picked up the handset. 


"Hello? Oh, Melanija! .. Yes, he just walked in. He's a very bad boy and he's in lots of tr.. Ah, no! .. Wait, I'll ask 


him.." She took the handset away from her ear and covered the receiver with her palm. 
"Geddy, where did Alex go to? Do you know?" Geddy shook his head. 


"No, no, he said he didn't know where Alex was.. Do you want us to come over to help you look? .. Oh, all right 
„m sure he'll be back soon, you know how boys are. God bless you!" She hung up the telephone and sighed, 


rubbing her eyes wearily. 


"Oy, those poor people. | would be out of my mind by now, if my boy was still running the streets so late." She 
smiled weakly and patted him on the cheek “But don't you worry. You wake up tomorrow and your friend will 


be home safe, you'll see. Now go to bed. We can talk about how long you should be grounded later." 


Geddy mumbled a goodnight and went up the stairs to his room and, not feeling like bothering to get changed, 
climbed into his bed fully-dressed. It was stifling in the tiny room, and his sleeping brother kept mumbling on 
the other side of the small room. Between the heat and the obnoxious murmuring, it was impossible to relax. 
He lay on his his side, his mind racing. 


| wonder where Alex is. He's probably with her. | bet thats where he is. He's with her and he's so happy that he 
forgot all about me. They're gonna get married and have a hundred kids and he'll never think about me once. He 
grunted, rolled over, and flipped his pillow, but the other side was just as warm and unpleasant. This obviously 


wasn't working. He needed to get out again, needed to clear his head. 


Moving as quietly as he could, he gingerly climbed out of bed and tiptoed across the creaky floorboards. The 
only good thing about it being so hot was that the window was already open, so all he had to do was remove 
the screen and ease himself onto the roof of the back porch with practiced steps. He never enjoyed the 
momentary feeling of vertigo he always got when he snuck out this way, but he'd gotten used to it on the 


many rights he left after curfew to spend another few hours with Alex. 

Maybe if Im lucky, | can fall and break my neck, he thought. But no, he landed more or less gracefully on the 
dew-covered backyard. He crouched low, just in case his mom might happen to be peering out of some window 
or another, then opened the gate just wide enough to fit his slender frame. He slipped out and latched the gate 
behind him. 

He didn't know where he wanted to go; he only wanted to make sure he didn't walk past that old man's house 
again. He'd probably be waiting on his porch with a shotgun, hoping to pick off some hippies. He went in the 
opposite direction, and found himself at the local playground. heir playground, where they'd shared their first 
tentative kiss atop the jungle gym. 

He stopped dead when he saw the lanky blond boy, twirling in circles on one of the child-sized swings. 

What's he doing here? Doesn't he have some girl to impregnate? He was about to fade back into the shadows 
when Alex's swing spun in his direction. Alex stopped his circular movement, and Geddy could see his mouth 
drop open in the moonlight. 

"Ged? Is that you?" 

Well, there was no point in creeping away now. "Yeah." 

"What are you doing here?" 

"No, what are you doing here? You don't own this park!" 

"Hey, hey, | didn't mean anything. | was just happy to see you, that's all. l'm just.. | couldn't go home." 

"Yeah, | know. Your folks called my mom. They're looking for you." 

"Shit" Alex gave a quick glance around, eyes wide, as if he were expecting to see Genghis Khan and his horde 
rounding the corner of Elm and Parkview. "I gotta get out of here soon Ged, come sit here with me for a 
minute, please?" 

"Why should 1?" 


Alex sighed. "| guess there's no reason you have to, but I'd be really grateful if you would." 


Geddy shrugged, but shuffled over to the swing next to Alex and sat down. He kept his eyes on the ground and 


concentrated on drawing circles in the dust under the swing with the toe of his sneaker. 


"You were right, Ged, | know it. They're going to make us get married if | stick around, so," he took a deep 
breath, “I'm leaving town. Well, | mean, | think | arm." 


So go! 
"| want to, but | cant" 

Geddy snorted. "Why can't you? Worried you're going to miss the little woman too much?" 

"Ged, | don't want to be with her! Why won't you believe me? And she doesn't want to be with me, either. 


She's still in love with her ex-boyfriend" Alex paused. When he spoke again, his voice was thick and a little 
hoarse. "| guess we have that in common. That's why | can't leave. | can't leave you." 


In the glowing light of the full summer moon, Geddy saw a tiny spot in the dust grow dark as it was moistened 
by a drop of water. He looked up for the first time, and saw Alex's head hung low, tears rolling off the end of 
his chin and nose. Geddy reached out an uncertain hand and wiped a single teardrop from Alex's face. Alex 


turned to look at him, and when their eyes met, a noise somewhere between a sigh and a whimper escaped 


Geddy's throat. 

The two boys leaned toward each other and their lips brushed together. They paused like that for a moment, 
barely touching, then moved closer. Their kisses grew hungrier as their breathing quickened, arms encircling 
heaving sides, fingers digging in to sticky, eager flesh. They broke away from the kiss and were still, foreheads 
pressed together. 


The words were out of Geddy's mouth almost before he knew what he was going to say. "You don't have to 
leave me. l'm going with you." 


"Really, Ged? You mean if?" 

Geddy's heart was pounding loud in his ears. He nodded. 

"Only one thing, Ged. We have to go tonight, like now" 
"Tonight? Why? | don't have any clothes or anything with me 


"Neither do |, but | have to get out of here before my parents find me. If I'm still here when they figure out 


what's going on, I'm screwed" 
"But, but, my mom.. | can't just leave." 


Alex looked like he was going to start crying again. "I'm sorry, Ged. Maybe you shouldn't go with me. | don't 
want to make you do anything you'll regret” 


"No, | -- | want to. | want to be wherever you are." He winced, then set his face into a mask of resolve. "We'll 


go tonight. Now." 


Alex's smile was like the sun coming out from behind a storm cloud. "Oh, Ged, | love you so much." He took 


Geddy's hand grasped it tightly. “Thank you. I'll never mess up like this again, | promise." 

The two young men got up from the swing set and got into the giant gas-guzzling car that was Alex's father's 
pride and joy. Geddy was quiet as Alex started the ignition and pulled the car out of the parking spot. His 
mother had been through so much in her life, how could he add to her sorrow? He knew she would think the 
worst if he just disappeared. Even if she knew he was alive, him leaving was going to break her heart. What 


could he do, though? He couldn't let Alex go without him. He'd probably never see him again, and he couldn't 
even stand to think about that. 


They were nearly outside the town limits, and Geddy knew he had to speak up before it was too late. "Lerxst, 
you don't have a paper and pen in here, do you?" 


“Actually, | do, funny you should ask. My old man makes me write down the mileage every time | fill up the 
tank. There's a notepad and a pencil in the glovebox." 


"Can | leave a note for my mom, please? She's gonna be sick over me leaving." 


Alex looked like he was going to argue, but then he seemed to reconsider, and nodded. "Sure. It's the least | can 


do. It's not like my parents are going to be looking for me outside your house, anyway." 


Geddy retrieved the pad and paper and wrote something, then stopped. "Alex, aren't you worried about your 
folks? | mean, how they're going to feel?" 


Alex blushed. "I am worried, Ged, | really am. But | figure everything's going to come out whether | stay or go, 
and when they find out what | did, they'll probably be glad I'm out of their lives. Who would want a big fuckup 
like me for a son, anyway?" 


| don't think you're a fuckup, Alex." 


Alex smiled at him through the tears that once again glistened in his eyes, and squeezed his thigh. "Thanks, 
Ged" Geddy smiled back and returned to his note. 


Dear Mama, 


Ím going fo be going away for a litte while, but dont worry about me. Ill be safe because Im with Alex. Ml call or 


write as much as | can, and Hl be home soon. Im sorry. Please dont cry. 
Love, 


Geddy 


It didn't seem like enough, but they were turning onto his darkened street, and he didn't know what he would 
say even if he had a million years to write a whole novel of a letter. Alex parked in front of his house, and 
Geddy snuck onto the porch and slipped the note through the mail slot in the front door. He stood there for a 
moment, staring at the little hinged brass plate that covered the slot. Then he left the porch and got back into 
the idling car, gently closing the door behind him. He turned away from Alex, afraid that his face would betray 
the pain and fear he was feeling. Alex rubbed his back, gently. 


"Are you sure about this, Ged?" 
"Yeah. Yeah, let's go before it gets light out, okay?" 
"Okay." 


They sat there for a moment longer, gathering their courage, then Alex put the car into drive and they set 


out for the unknown, together. 


